MAY  DAY

IT WAS THE FIRST OF MAY, AND THROUGH THE OPEN KITCHEN
window of Elizabeth Crow's little house on Benedict Street
floated delicious sun-warmed airs. The house looked to the
north, across the outskirts of Paradise. There was a small oblong
patch of ground, outside, with a rough wooden fence round it,
identical with all the other back-gardens of that street; and as
in the case of most of the others this patch of earth was devoted
rather to vegetables than to flowers. Beyond the garden was a
triangular field where one of Miss Crow's neighbours kept a
couple of cows; but beyond this, except for the roofs of a few
scattered Paradise hovels, the water-meadows stretched clear
away towards the site of the Lake Village, and Philip's .landing
field, and Number One's Backwear Hut. On the stove in this
kitchen stood a sauce-pan of boiling potatoes and a large black
pot full of some sort of savoury stew. In the centre of the kitchen
was a bare deal table, the well-scrubbed top of which had as-
sumed, so soft and friendly did it look, the whiteness of a pail of
rich cream. On this table was a huge glass bowl filled with an
immense, tightly packed mass of bluebells. The gorgeous blue-
ness, a deep Prussian blue mingled with blotches of purplish
colour, rose up like a thickly packed cloud of almost opaque es-
sence out of this bowl of heavy-drooping blooms and expanded
and expanded till its richness of tint attracted towards it and
seemed utterly to absorb all other coloured things in the room. It
dominated the gleam of the shining pots and pans of that small
kitchen as completely as its fragrance overpowered the smell of
the cooking. An empty basket with a few torn blossoms, a few
long, pallid leaf-spears, and a few sap-oozing stalks, stood on the
dresser, indicating that the flowers had been brought here that
very morning. They had indeed been picked by Jackie and his
little band in Wick Wood, and one could see that they were at
their very height of blooming and would not last much longer.
The children had found two or three early pink campions on the
way to Wick Wood, in the leafy banks of Maidencroft Lane,